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Th e mo ft Lamentable Tragedie 

let not this wafpe outliuc vs both to fling, 

Chiron, I warrant you maddame we will make that fare: 
Come Miftris now perforce we will enioy. 

That nice preferued honeflie of yours. 

L auinia. Oh T amor a, thou beared a womans face. 

T amor a, I will not hearc h er fpeake awaie with her, 
i^AHinia, Sweet Lords intreat her hearc me but a word, 
Demetrius, Liftenfairc Maddame let it be .your glory 

To fee her teares, but be your hart to them} 

As vnrelenting Flint to drops of raine. (dam, 

Eauinia. When did the Tigers young ones teach the 
Oh doc not learneher wrath: file taught it thee. 

The Milke thou fuckft from her did turne to Marble, 
Euen at thy teat thou had A thy ty rranie. 

Yet cuerie Mother breeds not fonnes a like, 

Ooe thou intreat her fhew a womans pittie, (baftard? 
(hiron. What wouldfl thou haue me proue my fclfea 
L auinia, Tis true the Rauen doth not hatch aLarke, 
Yet haue I hard, Oh could I finde it now, 

The Lion moued with pittie did indure, 
to haue his Princelie paw es pardeall away: 

So me fay that Raue ns toiler for lornc children, 
Thewhilft theirowne birds famifli intheimefts: 

O h be to me though thy hard hart fay no, 

Nothingfo kinde butfomethingpittifull, 

ramora, I know not what it meanes, away with her, 

L auinia, ,Oh letmc teach thee for my Fathers fake, 
xhatgaue thee life when well he might haue ilaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy dcafe ycares. 

T amor a. Hadfl thou in perfon nere offended mee, 
Euen for his fake am I pittilelle. 

Remember boyes I powrd forth teares in vaine, 
to faue yourbrothet from tiie facrifice. 

But fearce tsfndronicus would not relent, 
therefore away with her, and yfe her as you will. 
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of T itus Andronfcus. 

The worfe to her the better lou’d of mee. 

L auinta. OliT amora becalld a Gentle Qucene, 

And with tl.inc owne hands ki II mein this place. 

For tis not life that 1 hauebegdfb long , 

Poore 1 was ilaine when Bafcianus dide. (g oc - 

Tamora, V<Vhat begft thou then fond woman let me 
L auinia, Tis prefent death I beg, and one thing more. 
That woman-hood denies my tong to tell, 

Ohkcepe me from there worfethan killing luft. 

And tumble me into fomelothfomc pit, 

VVhereneuer mans eye may behold my bodic, 

Doc this and b e a charitable murderer. 

Bamora, Sofliould I rob my fweet fonnes of their fee. 

No let them fatiffice their luft on thee, 

Demetrius, Away for thou haft ftaide vs here too long. 
L auinia, Nograce,no womanhood, ah bcaftlv creature. 
The blot and enemie to our gencrall name, 

Confufion fall , ( h “ fban u d > 

Chiron, Nay then lie flop your mouth, bring thou her 

Thisis the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 

Tamora. Farewell my fons, fee that you makcher fure, 
Nerclctmyhart knownieiry chcare indeede. 

Till all the Andror.icte be made away: 

Now will I hence to feeke my touely Moore, 

Andletmy fplcenfoll fonnes this T rull defloure. 

Enter tAron with two of T itus fonnet. 

Come on my Lords the better foot before, . 

Straight will I bring you to the lothfome pit, 

Where I efpied the Panther faft a fleepe, 

Quintus, My fight is veric dull what ere it bodes. 
Mart, And mine I promife you, were it not for fhame. 
Well could Ilcaue our fport to fleepe = a 

Quintus , What art thou fallen what fubtill hole is tl is, 

yVhofe mouth is coucicd vtithrude growing brie^ 



